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April (no day given). * * ' In any case, I have my troops well together. The sicknesses are ceasing; the recruitments are coming in : shortly all will be complete. That does not hinder us from making Peace; if it will only come; but, in the contrary case, nobody can accuse me of neglecting what was necessary.'
April llth (still from Neisse). * * ' I toil day and night to improve our situation. The soldiers will do their duty. There is none among us who will not rather have his back-bone broken than give-up one foot-breadth of ground. They must either grant us a good Peace, or we will surpass ourselves by miracles of daring; and force the enemy to accept it from us.'
April 20rt. 'Our situation is disagreeable; constrained, a kind of spasm : but my determination is taken. If we needs must fight, we will do it like men driven desperate. Never was there a greater peril than that I am now in. Time, at its own pleasure, will untie this knot; or Destiny, if there is one, determine the event. The game I play is so high, one cannot contemplate the issue with cold blood. Pray for the return of my good luck.'—Two days hence, the poor young Kur-Baiern, deaf to the French seductions and exertions, which were intense, had signed his 'Peace of Fiissen' (22d April 1746),—a finale to France on the German Field, as may be feared ! The other Fragments we will give a little farther on.
Friedrich had left Berlin for Silesia March 15th; rather sooner than he counted on,—Old Leopold pleading to be let home. At Glogau, at Breslau, there had been the due inspecting : Friedrich got to Neisse on the 23d (Bathyani just stirring in that Bavarian Business, Vilshofen and the Hessians close ahead); and on the 27th, had dismissed Old Leopold, with thanks and sympathies,—sent him home, 'to recover his health.' Leopold's health is probably suffering; but his heart and spirits still more. Poor old man, he has just lost,—the other week, ' 5th February' last,—his poor old Wife, at Dessau ; and is broken down with grief. The soft silk lining of his hard Existence, in all parts of it, is torn away. Apothecary Fos's Daughter, Reich's Princess, Princess of Dessau, called by whatever name, she had been the truest of Wives; ' used to attend him in all his Campaigns, for above fifty years back. " Gone, now, for ever gone !"'—Old Leopold had wells of strange sorrow in the